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And to long, leyf me, lowe for to stoupe,
To worchen as a workeman eny whyle to dure."
"Thenne havest  thow to lyve by,"   quath  Reson, "other
lynage1 riche
That fynden the thy fode2? for an ydel man thow semest,
A spendour that spende mot8, other a spille-tyme,
Other beggest thy by-lyve aboute at menne hacches4,
Other faitest8 up-on Frydays other feste-dayes in churches,
The whiche is lollarene lyf that lytel ys preysed,
Ther ryghtfulnesse rewardeth ryght as men deserveth.
Other thow art broke, so may be, in body other in membre,
Other yrnaymed throw som myshap wherby thow myght be
excused ?"
"Whanne ich yong was," quath ich, "meny yer hennes6,
My fader and my frendes founden me to scole,
Tyl ich wiste wyterliche* what holy wryt menede8,
And what is best for the body, as the Bok telleth,
And sykerest* for the soule; by so10 ich wolle continued
And yut fond  ich  nevere, in  faith, sytthen my frendes
deyden11,
Lyf that me lyked, bote in thes longe clothes.
Yf ich by laboure sholde lyve and lyflode13 deserven,
That labour that ich lerned best, ther-with lyve ich sholde.
And ich lyve in Londone and on Londone bothe,
The lomesu that ich laboure with and lyflode deserve
Ys paUr-nwter and my prymer14, placebo and dirige,
And my sauter som tyme and my sevene psalmes18.
Thus ich synge for hure" soules of such as me helpen,
And tho that fynden me my fode vouchen saf, ich trowe,
To be welcome whanne ich come other-whyle in a monthe,
Now with hym and now with hure17 j and thus-gate18 ich begge
With-oute bagge other botel bote my wombe onew,
1 lineage,      s food.      * must*     * gates,      * idlest,      fl years hence*
7 certainly*                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                 8 meant                                                                                                                                                                                                                                             & safest.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                  10 provided that
v died,       w livelihood.       w tools*       w book of religious bsfaniction,
16 i.e. he earned his living by singing memorial services for the dead, which, as
a clerk in minor ordert, he was competent to do*    Dirigt is the origin of our,
dirge.
18 their.                                                                                                                                                                                                          v her,                                                                                                                                                                                                                l8 in this way.         w but my belly alone*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